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COLLECTION 


PO E UM 1. 


To take high Titles, as a Veil, 
To hide a dull, inſipid Tale, 
Is a Diſhonour to true Fame, 
And may diſgrace a noble Name. 
No! let me to the Public bend, 
And by their Cenſure, wiſely mend. 

* B I hope 


I hope they Il favour Youth's Attempt, 
And be, with theſe {light Toys content ; 
Their Smiles may nouriſh, kind Apollo, 
And Verſes ſmoother, ſweeter follow. 

But if theſe Trifles, ſhould inſpire 
The wiſe Reproof, or Critick's Ire; 
I'll drop my Pen, without diſmay, 

Forbid the Verſe, forget the Lay; 11 

And think I'm wiſer, by Reſtraint, 
Than if I could all Nature paint. 


P O E M 


PO E N II. 


Ox Tus BIRTH or HER ROYAL HIGHNESS 
ras PRINCESS CAROLINE, Marv 27, 1770. 


H A1L to the great, the happy, glorious Day 
Aſſiſt me, Muſes ! with your Lay, | 
While 1 congratulate, the royal Pair, 
Upon the Birth, of an illuſtr'ous Fair. 
Bright Charlotte! Virtue's Patroneſs, 
With Pleaſure, we our Joy expreſs. 
Ye Muſes | aid me with emphatick Lay, 
While I, our tender, grateful: Thoughts diſplay. 


Great Pow'r! that doſt the Sea and Barth controul, 
Extend thy Empire o'er the Soul ; 
And let thy Goodneſs all our Minds inſpire, 
With fervent Zeal, and heavenly Deſire. 
For Charlotte's ſafe ; bleſt be the Pow'r 
That over-rul'd, the happy Hour. 
Virtue 


(4) 


Virtue: may now a grateful Tribute ſhow ; 
Our Queen is ſafe—her greateſt Friend below. 


May the ſweet Innocent, ſo lately giv'n, 

Be deck'd, with ev'ry Gift of Heav'n. 
May blooming Health, Serenity and Eaſe, 
Watch and attend her Life, through ev'ry Stage : : 
And, to ſum up this earneſt Pray r, 13 

| May ſhe as worthy prove, as fair! 

May ſhe, like gracious Charlotte, {mile on thoſe, 
Who bend to her, o 'erwhelmed by their Woes. | 


Hail royal George | Defender of the juſt, 
Long may the God, in whom you truſt, 
Whoſe Faith is perfect Life, whoſe Word is ſure, 
Preſerve your Glory, and your Throne ſecure. 
Prais'd be his Mercy and his Pow'r, 
Which rul'd the ſacred, happy Hour; 
The happy Hour, that to our Hopes did give 


Our Carolina—happy may ſhe live 
POEM 
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P O E M III. 
On MUSITITICE. 


I. 


Mustek with perſuaſive Charms, 
Lulls our ev'ry Care to Reſt 

Ev'ry Paſſion it diſarms, ; 

Softly ſoothing all the Breaſt. 


! 


+4: Ui 

Savage Natures grow humane, 

Feel themſelves with Kindneſs mov'd, 
At the ſoft melodious Strain, 

| Love, and with, to be belov'd. 
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Things inanimate ariſe/* 
By the Force of magick Sound ; 

As the Warble fills the Skies, 
Inſpiration ſpreads around, 


IV. 


Hail | harmonick Powers hail! 
That can ev'ry Mind controul ; 

Thy pure Pleaſures, never fail 

To ſoothe, yet elevate the Soul. 
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IV. 


Wär x 4, 0 Data! fit 1 fa 
Thoſe Charms, my Mind was ſtruck with Awe; 
My Heart did throb, my Soul did ſwell, 

My Reaſon ſeem'd, to bid farewet : | 

My Paſſions, all in Tempeſt toſt; 

My Mind, its gentle Calmneſs loſt. 

When firſt I heard, your pleaſing Tongue, 
Chant the ſweet, enticing Song; 

My Heart, Remembrance loſt of Fear, 

My Soul did hang, upon my Ear; 

My Fancy took its Flight on high, 

You ſeem'd a Choir'ſter of the Sky. 

But when you in angelick Sound, 


Shew'd Judgement clear, and Senſe profound ; 
When Energy, and Truths divine, 
Did in your Converſe, brightly ſhine ; 


You 


1 


You roſe, exalted to my View, 
Religion ſeem'd, to ſpeak in you. 
Sweet Maid | excelling in each Grace, 
That can adorn the Mind, or Face; 
Vouchſafe to tell me frank, and true, 
What theſe ſtrange Emotions ſhew ; 


Ah! do they not, too plainly prove, 


My very Soul is ſick with Love. 
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LI STE N to Religion's Voice, 
Make its Laws, thy early Choice, 

Be not rigid, nor confin'd, 
For it ſuits no narrow Mind. 
An expanded, noble Heart, 
Beſt fullfils Devotion's Part. 


Zealous, fervent, ſhould we love 


Him, in whom, all Beings move. 


| Holy, great, eternal King, 


Source of Joy, of Life the Spring. 
Let us then, with holy Flame, 
Offer Service to that Name; 
At which ou nd, the Angels bow; 
That Peace may- in us, ever flow. 
Love, where Nature's Rules direct: 
Parents claim, our next Reſpect. 
D Then, 


| to.) Pow) PR 
Then, ſweet F riendſhip then thy Bands, 
Join our Hearts, and join our Hands. 
still extenſive, muſt our Mind, 

Be to ev'ry Creature kind. 
Tender, ſoft, humane and feeling; 
Cheriſh, a Deſire of healing. 
Drop a Tear, for melting Woe, 
Teach the Heart, with Joy to glow;. 
At others Good: And in their Bliſs, 
You'll find a Store of Happineſs... 
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I. 
. 
M INE be the pleafing Taſk to paint, 
The Charms of my Eliza's Face; 
Though how will Words, or Language ſaint, 
Deſcribe each modeſt, lovely Grace. 


II. 


Sweet Nymph! what Beauties round thee ſhine, 
In op'ning Bloom to gazing View 

Each Charm 'about you, ſeem divine, 
And gives a. Pleaſure, always new. 


III. 


| 5 
Thy Eyes with Luſtre, mildly ſpeak, 
From thy ſweet Lips Perſuaſion flows; 
And in thy finely poliſh'd Cheek, | 
We ſee the Tindture of the Roſe. | 


-”- 


IV. 


Hail, charming Maid | whoſe ev'ry Grace, 
Shows Nature's Bounty unconfin'd ; 

Yet know, that lovely perfect Face, 
Muſt yield in Beauty, to your Mind. 
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A FRIEND's the Joy of Life, the greateſt 
Gain, = 24+ 

Without a Friend, Exiſtence would: be Pain. 

"Tis the Heart's Balſam, Riches to the Poor, 

The Soul's Support, invaluable Store. 

* And if, celeſtial Happineſs deſcend, 

She'd ſearch the Boſom, of a tender Friend. 

That Bliſs alone, would cauſe Regret to fly, wh 

+ And compenſate, her Abſence from the Sky 


* The Thought, Dr. Young's. 4 Happineſs's Abſence. 


I. 
5 * | 
H A IL! chou ice of Diſt 
| Cauſe of Being, King divine; AK os 


Hear me, from thy holy Shrine, 
And light me, with thy Ray. 


II. 


To my Soul thy Peace impart, 
Let my Reaſon never ftray ; | 
But guide me in the perfect Way, wa 
Of Purity of Heart. 


gf i III. 


Let my Mind thy Pow'r adore, 
Let my Heart thy Mercy love; 
Let my Soul, its Faith improve, 
And Lips, thy Aid implore. 


IV. 
Lay thy Hand upon my Breaſt, 
Give it Innocence and Truth; 
Lead my weak, my helpleſs Youth, 
To everlaſting Reſt. 


P O R M 


My Betſey is a graceful Fair, 

In her, I take Delight; 
In her, is all that's gead, and rare, 
Or pleaſing to the Sight. 


II. 


Her Lips a lively ruby Hue; 
Her Hair a Cheſnut Brown; 
Her Eyes, a pleaſing azure Blue, 
A Scarlet Stuff's her Gown.. 
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She looks ſo ſweet, ſhe ſpeaks ſo kind, 


So eaſy does ſhe move; | 
That ev'ry Eye, and ev'ry Mind, 
Is charmed into IL. ove. 


* 
5 IV. 


If ſhe but ſing, tis all we want, 
Our Hearts within us thrill; 


What Pleaſure "tis, to hear her chant, 


The Laſs, of Patie's Mill. 


Mt 4 V. 


Oh Betſy! Betſy! charming Dear, 


When I forget to love; 
The Coward ſhall diſcard his Fear, 
The Winds ſhall ceaſe to move. 
F 


POE M 
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LITTLE trifing, filly, Heart, 
Why art thou? ſo prone to ſmart; 
Why art thou? fo apt to Joy, 

Why does Air, thy Thoughts employ > 
What but Air, are Fancy's Dreams, 
What but Air, are earthly Scenes ; 
What but Air, is wordly Pow'r, 
Tranſient as the fleeting Hour. 

What but Air is Love, is Life, 

What but Air, is higheſt Strife ; 
What are Proſpects, brightly fair, 

But light Puff's of empty Air. 

Lift thy Thoughts, my Heart! on high, 
Search, the Bleſſings of the Sky, 
Seek thoſe Joys, which never Fade, 
Joys that need not Fancy's Aid: 
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. 
Joys as Permanent, as great, 
Happy, in a laſting State. 
There, ſhalt thou extatick prove, 
That th' Almighty is all Love. 
Love my Soul, but raiſe thy Flame, 
To thoſe Dwellings, where no Shame 
Tints the Cheek, or hurts the Mind, 
But where Peace to Virtue's join'd, 
Then, ſhalt thou enraptur d prove, 
That th' Eternal, is all Love. 
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Ox Sr. EVREMOND's WORKS. 


PrAsINo * ſprightly free, 

Full of quick Vivacity ; ; 8 { 

Bleſs'd with Taſte, poſſeſs d of Learning, 
Practis d, in the Art of Charming. 1 
Brightly does fair Maz'rine ſhine 

In each tender, am'rous Line; 

But ſince Trifles, charming ſeem, 

When the Subjects of his Theme; 

Wonder bot, he pictures fair 5 

One ſo beauteous, good, and rare. 


Pp O E M 
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P O E M XII 
1 | * £ 0 
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ON LOCKE's, HUMAN UNDERSTANDING. 


S. is the "pals and the Art refin'd ; 
Which ſearches, the Receſſes of the Mind : 
Can penetrate into the human Plan, 

And in bright Colours, picturize the Man; 
Shew all the Movements, of the mental World, 


What Springs they flow from, by what Motives hurl'd. 


Be this thy Praiſe, O Locke! ' that only you, 
Have brought the Underſtanding, to our View ; 
We read with Joy, which Truths alone inſpire, 


And raiſe our wond'ring Thoughts, from high, to high'r 


Up to that Pow'r, who, fills celeſtial Air, 


And praiſe his boly Name; that made us what we are. 
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Dim the Lilly, dulf the Shades 
All in fad Obſcureneſs ly, 


Vaniſh all Ss waa 
Gay each Bird, each Plow'r, looks gay; | Wo 
Fair the ſcene, and bright the Day. | | 
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Human Joys, ſubſiſt in Love: 
Love, exalts the human Mind. 
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Makes it gentle gen'roue, kind. 
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P f M XIV. 


On ENGLISH HISTORY.” 


. — 


1D E LIGHT FUL Taſk each 7 


The Glories of heroick Race; 

To read the Story of this Iſle, 

Where Plenty, Peace, and Joy now ſmile; 
How muſt our Hearts in Pity glow, 

T' have ſeen fair Albion's State ſo low; 
T' have ſeen her bend to Roman Sway, 
And in the Arms, of Bondage ſtay. 

O! how our Cheek, with gen'rous Shame, 


Burns at our Britons ſlight of Fame; 


Fame lighted flies, for like a beauteous Maid, 
She looks for high Reſpect, and is of Fools afraid. 


But 


(' 25 ) 


But what charming Scenes appear, 
Liberty, approaching near: 

Egbert Prince, inſpir d by Heaven 
Made one Kingdom, out of ſeven; 
Calm'd the State's, exhauſting Jars, 


By ſuppreſſing, civil Wars. 
Glorious Alfred, ſoon appears, 

Whoſe varied Fortune, cauſes Tears; 

A Prince fo valiant, noble, great, 
Reduced, to a Peaſant State; 

Feeds a Flock, whoſe high Renown, 

Still, fits him, for a Monarch's Crown: 
But ſoon our Sorrows, and our Pity fly, 
For Alfred, like the Eagle, ſoars on high. 
Then a Croud of Heroes throng, 

Meriting, the nobleſt Song. 

Happy England | glorious Age | 

Edwards, Fenries, fill the Stage: 


H Conqueſts, 


1 


Conqueſts, through all Countries roam, 


Learning flouriſhes, at home. 

Then Eliza, firm, and bold, 

In her Reign, all Factions cool'd; 

Each Thing in Government, conſpired to ſhew 
Her Wiſdom great, as could exiſt below. 

And in royal Anna's Time, 

Sprightly Wit, inſpir' d our Clime; 

Pope and Dryden, Gay and Prior, 

Sweetly touch'd, th' harmonick Lyte. 

In this preſent, happy Reign, 

Chearful Plenty, glads the Plain; 

Piety the Sceptre wields, | 

Truth and Juſtice, are the Shields; | 

Now,* in Virtue's ſtricteſt Way, 

We're guided, with a gentle Sway ; 

For Righteouſneſs and Peace, walk Hand in Hand, 
A George and Charlotte, bleſs this Happy Land. 
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On VOITURE's WORK Ss. 


Poriteness Wit, and Senſe combine, 


To ornament, each pleaſing Line; 
Gay F ancy, bright romantick Queen, 
Is here, in fulleſt: Luſtre ſeen. | 
She guides the Pen, | ſhe decks the Lay, 
She paints the Pictures, fair as Day; 
Joining Variety, to Eaſe, 

She never fails to ſtrike, and pleaſe. 
May Fancy, Genius bright, and free, 
Beſtow her pleaſing Art on me; 

And as, in Voiture's charming Lines, 
Where Senſe attir d by Fancy. ſhines; 
So in my careleſs Numbers may, 

A graceful Eaſe, and Freedom play. 
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Pp O E M XVI. 


An ALLE GORVY——LOO EIN O AT A 
PICTURE IN TAPESTRY. 


I. 


Yo U aſk, my Dear! to know the Name, 
Of that beauteous, winged Boy ; 

And tho' it tints. my Cheek with Shame; 
I tell you he was once my Joy. 


1. 


Some call him Cupid, others Love, | 
Moſt, all Men fear him, none defire; || 

For if he could, theſe Arrows move, | 
He'd ſet the human Frame on Fire. 


tw) 


III. 


He'd cauſe a Paſſion in the Mind, 
| Would make ſome Object to us dear; 
And in a Tendernefs refin'd, 
Would bid us ſigh, and weep, and fear. 


IV. 


Well do you know, there's no ſuch Gueſt, 
That's now admitted, now approv'd; 
Yet once within, this very Breaſt, 
His Empire ſway'd, his Engines mov'd. 


V. 


I, and a few, like tender, young, 
Shelter'd poor Cupid, from Mankind ; 
He was the Subject of our Song, 
Our Moments were, to him reſign'd. 


I 


VI. 
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VI. 


Until at length our careful Friends, 
Being inform'd of our Employ ; 
Each with great Eagerneſs contends, 
To diſcharge our favourite Boy. 


VII. 


They brought the Trembler, from his Place, 
And dar'd him, to defend his Cauſe ; 
They were unmoved, with his Grace, 


And were unvanquiſh'd, by his Laws. 


VIII. 


Their Champion, was a Monſter ſtern, 
Brought forth, to rival little Lore; 
His Looks were fitted to diſarm, 
His Manners harſh, unapt to move. 


His Bus neſs was, to cool the Heart, 
Baniſh every tender Pain; 

To ſet up Treachery, and Art, 
And faſten there, the Love of Gain. 


X. 


No Wonder then, the winged Child, 
Such an Enemy, highly fear d; 
Yet in ſweet Accents, gently mild 
He ſpoke; — the Monſter grimly ſneer d. 


XI. 


Pity, O! Pity, on me take, 


Rob me not, of every Spoil ; 
'Tis ſure, my Heart thro' Grief will break, 
If you do thus, invert my Toil, 


XII. 


T 1 


XII. 


O! prudent Int'reſt be content, 
With Dominion, o'er the Men ; 
Kindly, generouſly, conſent, 
That a few Females, bear the Chain. 


XIII. 


He anſwer' d ſtern, poor Cupid fled, 
And hid himſelf in Caverns wide; 
And certain if he be not dead, 
With Poverty, he'll now reſide. 
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U NSOIL'D .with Envy, and unvex'd with Strife, 
May I reſign, this tranſitory Life; 

May I, unhurt by Avarice, or Guile, 

Quit theſe gay Scenes, yet leave them with a Smile : 
Muſe on the Labours, of a Life well ſpent, 
And in the ſweet Remembrance, dye content ; 
Contented, yield my Breath, without a Sigh, 

Then on the Wings of Rapture, ſoar on high: 
Replete with Bleſſings holy, ſacred, pure, 

Joys that will never fail, but always ſhall endure. 
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8. 


I. 


M Y Arrabella's. frank, and free, 
Gay, affable, and witty, 

| Her Voice is pleaſing to Degree, 

Her Face is fair, and pretty. 


II. 


Her Temper's ſweet, her Manners kind, 
Her Sharpneſs, more than common; 
In ſhort, in Perſon, Ways, and Mind, 


She is, a charming Woman. 


63833 


III. 


May deareſt Bella happy prove, 

| May Fortune, ſmile upon her ; 
Were I, 2 Man, I'd crave her Love, 
I wou'd upon my Honour, 


* 


O LORD! thy Favaurs ever flow, 
On all thy Creatures, here below ; 

Thy Bounty fills, the hungry Soul, 
Thy Care extends from Pole to Pole. 


II. 


"Tis Thou, who hears the ſuppliant Call, 
And rears them up, that lowly fall; 
Thy Goodneſs does, to all deſcend, 
The Widow's Hel ps and Orphan's Friend. 


e 


III. 


To Thee, O! Lord, our Hopes ariſe, 
Direct our Heart, enlight our Eyes; 
Inſtruct us, in Salvation's Way, 

And never let us, from Thee ſtray. 


IV. 


Let Truth our Words, and Actions guide, 
Let Truth, within our Souls, preſide; 
O! let it rule both Age, and Youth, 
For Thy Delight, O Lord | is Truth. 


L POE M 


E HLOE I love, no Tongue can tell, 
How earneſt, conſtant, or how well ; 

Yet Tl engage, you ſhall not find, 

The Charm by which, ſhe holds my Mind. 


II. 


Altho' her Face, is heav'nly fair, 
Her Eyes are bright, genteel her Air ; 
Tho' ev'ry Beauty's in her join'd, 

Yet 'tis not they, enchant my Mind. 
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III. 


Altho' ſhe's witty, well bred, gay, 
Chearfully blooming, as the May ; 
The Beauty's of a diff rent Kind, 
Which captivates, my Heart and Mind. 


IV. 


Away ye Pert] ye Proud | depart; 
She's mild, that ſways, and rules my Heart; 
With Coldneſs, I your Beauty ſee, 
Good Nature is, the Charm for me. 


PO E M 
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On KENSINGTON GARDENS, 


Wy Ar charming Scenes, enchant the gazing Sight, 
Soothing the Mind, infuſing calm Delight: 

Now little Hills, in pleaſing Verdure ſhine, 

Now awful Shades, our ev'ry Thought refine ; 

Such charming Objects, Admiration raiſe, 

Inſpire us, with the grand Creator's Praiſe; 

Demand our Gratitude, exalt our Pray'r, 

To him whoſe piercing Eye, looks ev'ry where; 
Whoſe Pow'r, the Hills, the Dales, the Rocks reſound, 
Whoſe Bounty gladdens All, transfuſing Joys around. 
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L E T us Celia! fondly. ſtray, 
Down that mazy, winding Way; 

Let us hear, the Linnets ſing, 

Taſte the Sweets, the Joys, of Spring; 


II. 


Or, by SER * Hill, 
Let us hear, the purling Rill, 
Gently murmur, gently play, | 
Gilded, by a ſunny Ray: 


M 
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III. 


But if Grottos ſeem more ſweet, \ 
Let us quickly, find a Seat, 85 
On the turfy, moſſy Ground, 

Pinks and Daiſies, bluſhing round. 


w. 


Come, my Charmer I come away, c 
And enjoy the vernal Day; Boo | 
Let us hear the Linnets. ſing, | . 
Taſte the Means, if tha Spring 
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H AI L Modeſty! endearing Grace, 
Of ev'ry Feature, ev'ry Face; | 
"Tis Thou doſt tincture Beauty's Check, 
And giv'ſt the Aſpect, mildly meck. 
Thou art the Chief, of Chloe's Charms, 
Her fafe Preſerver, from all Harms. 
Who could offend a lovely Fair, 
Whoſe ' modeſt Mind, with modeſt Care, 
O'er ev 'ry Word, and Thought, preſides, 
Her Soul directs, her Action guides. 
Fair Modeſty! becoming Rule 
Both to the Wiſe Man, and the F ol; 
Thy charming Influence extend, 


O'er all who err, and hope to ron 

O'er all, who being right would . 

In Knowledge, or in Virtue's Way. 8 I 

ol. Modeſty ! our Faults atone, ö 

And make our Virtues, all our own. 
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Pp O E XXIV. 

P 8 A © RN 
I. 

Lok p cf all Pos'n, and Might, 
Eternal, holy King; 


Jo ſerve Thee, is Delight, 
From Thee, all Bleſſings ſpring. 


To make me bleſs'd, and pure. 


O! teach my Heart to love, 
Where Love, is beſt repaid; 
Let me my Soul improve, 
And be Thyſelf, my Aid. 


IV, 


Eternal! holy King, 
From whom, all Pleaſures flow; 

Give to my Faith, a Wing, 

That I, Thy Joys may know: 


N POEM 
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PO E M XXV. 


F O R Shame, this Fooliſhneſs give o'er, 
To read, to meditate, and pore. 
What is it prithee ? but to ſtrain, 
Some Folly, from another's Brain : 
But if we muſt, ſome Nonſenſe ſee, 
Your own is welcomeſt to me : 
Perhaps, a Novelty may grace it, 

If fo, you need not, bluſh to face it. 
Quickly think, and quickly write, 
What is't to. you ? if it be right? 
The Criticks will, that Taſk attend, 


Point out its Faults, and how to mend. 


And take my Word on't all your Care, 
Will ne'er this Operation ſpare. 
Defects, the Criticks always find, 

As a good Man's, for ever kind. 
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PO M XXVI. 
8 0 N 6. 
I. 


A 8 I fat, with my beautiful Laſs, 
Where Lillies, and Roſes did grow; 

She pluck'd up a Sprig of the Graſs, 

Which ſhe threw, on the Valley below. 


I. 


Lay there, pretty Emblem! ſhe ſaid, 
Of Love, in its earlieſt Prime; 

At preſent, you're brightly array'd, 
But by Ev'ning no longer will ſhine. 


So paſs, the fond Paſſions of Man, 
So quickly they fade, and they die; 
Ahl ſure it would be our beſt Plan, 
T'avoid their Deceits, and to fly. 


IV. 


My pretty dear Lydia! I faid, 
I cannot with you here agree; | 
If you'll patiently ſit, in this Shade, 
I'll talk to you, truly and free. 


V. 


The Sprig, you had now in your Hand, 
Wants Water, to ſtrengthen and grow; 
80 Love will before it expand, 
Need Kindneſs, to cheriſh its Glow. 
O 
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vi. 


But if with a fooliſh Diſdain, 
You its Raptures, and Ardours allay; 
Tis extracting the Root, and the Grain, 
No Room for its Action, or Phy. 


VII. 


Then learn, from yon Emblem of Grafs,. 
To be gentle, complying, and kind; 
For ſoon the AﬀeRion will paſs, | 

That has taken no Root, in the Mind. 
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or ENGLAND. 


« Worſhip God, in the Beauty of Holineſs. ” 


H E RE then, this great Commandment we fulfill, 
No Dulneſs enters here, no barren Chill; 

But Words, with Energy and Truth conſpire, 

To raiſe the fervent Heart, the beav'nly Fire. 

Here, the grand Organ, with a ſwelling Tone, 
Infuſes Peace, our ev'ry Ill ſeems flown ; 

Sooth'd by its Melody, our Minds attain, 

A chearful Eaſe, a Joy at ev'ry Strain. 

We loſe Idea of Earth, in fond Deſire, 

Our Fancy's wafted, to celeſtial Choir ; 

Where bleſſed Spirits, ſacred Voices raiſe, 

To prove their Joy, and ſhew their Maker's Praiſe. 
Like them, we chooſe Humility, and fall, 

Before that Being's Throne, whoſe Pow'r encircles All. 
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On Tus SERVICE or Tn CHURCH 
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? O E M XXVIIL 
s 0 N 6. 
Wh 
"8 E E T Men the Flow'rs in bright Amy, 
The Kids in pleaſing Rapture play; 


And ev ry Being, ſtrives to prove, 
A Senſibility to Love, 


II. 
Look my dear Anna! ſee what Grace 
Inſpires, the pretty feather'd Race : 


How tender, kind, they look, they move, 
And ſwell their little Throats in Lore. 


Sweet pretty Creatures] happy they, 
Who thus. their Tenderneſs, diſplay ; 
Learn, learn, my Anna! from the n 
A Senſibility, to Love. 


oath 
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PO E M XXIX. 


TI L L., O tell! what can it be, 
Binds my Soul, ſo cloſe to Thee; 
With inſinuating Art, 
Gently robs me, of my Heart. 


That tho far, as Pole from Pole, 
could unite, each ſep rate Soul; 
What can it? my Charmer! be, 
But Force, of ſecret Sympathy. 


'F H O' Dorander's ſincere, there's Exceſs in his Love, 
And therefore his Offers, you ſhould not approve ; 

Who now thinks you a Goddeſs, will ſoon as is common, 
After Marriage perceive, you're a poor ſimple Woman, 


II. 
To Strephon's Behaviour, I likewiſe object, 
And think you his Perſon, and Suit ſhould reject; 


For the Man, who ſees Foibles ſo plain, while a Lover, 
What Faults will he not | after Wedlock diſcover. 


III. 
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III. 


There's a Medium in all Things, and the Lover that's kind, 
May view all your Faults, without hating your Mind: 
For Nature's imperfect, and the Man that is true, 
Will own in himſelf, equal Frailties with you. 
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PO E M XXXI. 


I. 


T HE Maid, that's bleſſed with Content, 
No evil Paſſion knows; 

But all her Thoughts, are fix'd intent, 
On Study, and Repoſe. 


II. 


Her Heart is not attach'd to Wealth, 
A vain, tho' glitt'ring Show ; 

She aſks for Innocence, and Health, 
Whence, real Pleaſures flow. 
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III. 
Sweet Occupations, fill the Day, 
Chearful ſhe tunes the Song ; 
Now liſtens, to poetick Lay, 
Now joins, the youthful Throng. 


AV. 


For Friendſhip's tender Cares deſign' d, 
She picks, a choſen Few; 

Her Love to thoſe, is unconfin'd, 
She thinks her Heart, their Due. 


v. 


Severe to none, polite to all, 

| Her Manners each engage; 
"Her Accents, with their gentle Fall, i 
Might ſtill, the fierceſt Rage. 
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VI. 


Religion is, her chief Delight, 
To that, ſhe heedful tends ; 

At early Morn, at duſky Night, 
With awful Love, ſhe bends. 


VII. 


dhe offers, to the Firſt of Beings, Praiſe; 
Begs, he will lead her, in his perfect Ways; 
Forgive her Sins, excuſe her Errours paſt, | 
And guide her, to that Place, where Joys for ever laſt, 
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I. 
| N O W no Delights, attend the Spring, 
In vain, the tuneful Blackbirds ſing ; 


No Pleaſure yields, their warbling in, 
Since Daphne ſtill, I love in vain. 


IF. 


Chearfully, pleaſing, ſhines the Day, 

The Flow'rs ſmell ſweet, the Fields look gay; 
Yet from their Proſpects, nought I gain, 
Since Daphne till, I love in vain. 
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II. 


In vain poetick Numbers flow, WI, 
To ſpeak my Grief, to paint my Woe ; 
Now no Complaints, can. eaſe my Pain, 
For Daphne till, I love in vain. 


IV. 
Tu tune my Reed in fad Deſpair, 
And with ſoft Murmurs, fill the Air; 
Reſound ye Woods! reſound the Strain, 
That Daphne ſtill, I love in vain.. 


N. B. An Hint taken from the Song, « Damon fill I love in vain.” 
R Pp O E M 
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ED © XXXIII. 


WI L L my Dear! how do you now? 
Pon my Word, I ſcarce know how : 

I tremble, when I think how much, 

I venture by each Pencil's Touch. 

How know I? but I might have been, 
Held in ſober Folks' Eſteem ; 

Had I not theſe Trifles ſhown, 

Which better I had let alone. 

Much 1 fear, Pierian Spring, 

Tve prov'd to be, a: dangerous Thing; 
And by light taſting Learning's: Stream, 
Have ſpoke, like Children, in a Dream. 


POR M 
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PO E M XXXIV. 


On DR. DOMINICET I: —— 
CHELSEA 


Your active Studies, * can _ 
Or follow, in each varied Plan, 

You ſearch the vegitative Race, 
Apply it, to the Uſe of Man. 


Juſt Praiſes ſhall attend your Care, 
And Gratitude, inſpire the Lay, 
Many recover'd, from Deſpair, 
Will to your Merit, Tribute pay. 


Who 1 
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Who can enough applaud the Art, 
That cures the Body, chears the Mind ; 
That quick revives, the drooping Heart, | 
A Pow'r too breat, to be defin'd. 


* 


At leaſt is me let them N 1 
Who beſt its balmy Art can tell; | 


Many there are, who all retain, 
Grateful Remembrance, of your Skill. 


P O E M 


Dranxkse Ley, let me prove, 


The Bliſs to ſuccour, her I love. 
If my Fair has loſt a Friend, 
Take in lieu, thy Evelend. 


II. 


I, with Joy and Rapture will, 
Friendſhip's gentle Laws fulfil; 
Hear thy Plaints, and calm thy Mind, 
Share thy Woes, in Pity kind. 


Or if Fortune's Gifts have ſtray d, 
From my charming, lovely Maid, 
Then my Leſbia, let me prove, 

The Joy of aiding, her I love. 
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8 XXXVI. 


ELEGY ON TRI DEATH oz a YOUNG 
GENTLEMAN: — CHELSEA. 


T H E elegiack Verſe, is heavy, flow, 
Its Numbers ſuit, the melancholy Mind; 

Its Accents ſeem, in dreary Grief to flow, 

For ſoft Emotions, are to fad combin'd. 


| It cannot pleaſe the joyous, feſtive Soul, 
It ne'er aſſumes, the elevating Strain; 
Its Verſes ſeem, with Laſſitude to roll, 
Yet ſoftly ſoothe, the Murmurings of Pain. 


To 


(6) 
Well would it ſuit, to ſay how William fell, 
A Victim in his blooming, ' healthy Prime; 
How of the World, he took a laſt Farewel, 
And left it, in the Morning of his Time. 


Well would it ſuit, to paint' the Mother's Woe, 
So deep, ſo heavy, yet ſo ſilent, calm; 

Unlook'd-for Stroke, more terrible the Blow, 
No Comfort could, her fad Affliction charm. 


But oh could this, or any other Art, 
Expreſs the Feelings, of his much-lov'd Maid; 

When to her wond'ring, ſadly, boding Heart, 
They ſeem'd to intimate, her Lover dead. 


4%) 
Wy 
No, tis not in poetick Number's Pow'r, 
To ſpeak her Agony, to ſhew her Grief ; 
How in that ſolemn, in that dreadful Hour, 
She hated, ev'ry Semblance of Relief. 


She pin'd in Thought, her ev'ry Joy ſeem'd flown, 
Religion was her beſt, her only Eaſe; 

And at a Time, her earthly Hopes were blown, 
Religion could alone, afford her Peace. 


Ak! had ſhe then, no ſympathizing Friend, 
That would with tender Care, her Spirits chear ; 

That would in kindly Pity, Comfort lend, 

And pay her, Sigh with Sigh, and Tear for Tear. 


Py | 


6686 
Well would it ſuit, to ſay how William fell, 
A vigim in his blooming, healthy Prime; 
How of the World, he took a laſt Farewel, 
And left it, in the Morning of his Time, 


Well would it ſuit, to paint the Mother's Woe, 
So deep, ſo heavy, yet ſo ſilent, calm; __ 
Unlook'd-for Stroke, more terrible the Blow, 
No Comfort could, her fad Affliction charm. 


But oh! could this, or any other Art, 
Expreſs the Feelings, of his much-lov'd Maid; 

When to her wond' ring, ſadly, boding Heart, 
They ſeem'd to intimate, her Lover dead. 
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No, tis not in poetick Number's Pow'r, 
To ſpeak her Agony, to ſhew her Grief; 

How in that ſolemn, in that dreadful Hour, 

She hated, ev'ry Semblance of Relief, 


She pin'd in Thought, her ev'ry Joy ſeem'd flown, 
Religion was her beſt, her only Eaſe; 

And at a Time, her earthly Hopes were blown, 
Religion could alone, afford her Peace. 


Ak! had ſhe then, no ſympathizing Friend, 
That would with tender Care, her Spirits chear ; 
That would in kindly Pity, Comfort lend, 
And pay her, Sigh with Sigh, and Tear for Tear. 


„ 


Yes, ſhe had One, that with a ſorrowing Moan, | 
Did in each doleful Grievance, take à Part; 
That both for William, and his Love, did mourn, 

And treaſure their Idea, in her Heart; 


"Tis ſhe, who now this Soul- felt Tribute pays, | 
Whoſe Eyes, in fad Remembrance overflow ; 

Whoſe ſoft Emotions point out melting Lays, 
To eaſe her Mind, and paint its tender Woe, 
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Fo R thee, O! Julia! flows the Tear, 
For thee, eſcapes 'the Sigh fincere ; 

For thee, the Heart with Ardour burns, 
Complains, liments, and grieves, by Turns. 


II. 


Preſerve my Mind, from ſad Deſpair, 
Liſten. with Kindneſs, to my Pray'r: 
Pity, dear Maid! the Pangs of Love, 
And think, how exquiſite they prove, 


III. 


Since Friendſhip. does, for thee infpire, 
A flaming Heat, a fervent Fire ; 5 
Ah! think how great his Feelings prove, 
Whoſe Theme, whoſe Joy, whoſe Soul, is Love. | 


* 
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PO E M XXXVIII. 
£ P: 15 4 8 8. 
2 K y | 
Hos me ts 
When abſent, from my Dear; 


How alter'd ev'ry Creature, 
Now he does not appear. 


II. 


That pretty running Fountain , 
With dreary Murmur flows; 
That graceful, tow'ring Mountain, 
Does awful Thoughts impoſe. 
U 
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The Blackbird's tuneful finging, 
In Sorrow ſoothes my Ear; 


All Nature brightly ſpringing, 
Reminds me, of my Dear. 


IV. 
"Twas thus with Muſick ſwelling, 
His Paſſion he diſplay d; 


Twas there, in rural Dwelling, 
He pretty Garlands made. 


v. 


Twas ſitting by this Mountain, 
And with a mournful Eye; 
He pointed to that Fountain, 
I gave a piercing Cry. 


* 
1 1 
* 
* 
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VI. 


And muſt the cruel Ocean, 
Such faithful Hearts divide; 

How dreadful is the Notion, 
To thy unhappy Bride | 


VII. 


He ſoftly whiſper d, never 

Shall my fond Heart have Reſt; 
Till thus, and thus, for Ever 

I, claſp thee to my Breaſt. 


, 
4 VIE, 


As One to Mis' ry waking, 
From a delightful. Dream; 

Deſires to be miſtaken, _ 

And longs, to ſleep again. 


Wn 4. 


So do I wiſh that Nature, 
Would kindly diſappear ; 

Ol vaniſh ev'ry Creature, 
"Till I regain my Dear. 


«£4 * 


| X. 


Then I, true Pleaſure meeting, in 


Would quit all falſe Alarms; 


Life's Evils, would ſeem:-fleeting, 
When ſheker'd, by his Arms. 


NI. 
p 0 


Return, thou faithful Lover! 
Be calm, O!] raging Main! 
When once, he's fairly over, 


We'll never part again. 
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P O E M XXXIX. 
On DAVID GARRICK, Es, 
Tu O Eloquence did ſmoothly flow, 5 


It would exert them all to tell, 
How much thy Art, does their's excel. 


Tis ww the ſoft, poetick, Lay, 


Can pleaſing Images convey ; 
Deſcribe the Garden, and the Flow'r, 
The joyous Moment, focial- Hour. 


* 


X But 


6 
But you adopt an higher Part, 
And taiſe each Feeling, in each Heart; 
With Emphaſis, and Spirit join d, 
You move the Soul, and pleaſe the Mind. 


The . cruel Hearted drops a Teatr, 
The Hero ſhakes, with unknown Fear; 
And ev'ry Paſſion's by Thee vrought, 
Beyond the common Reach of Thought, 


As a Muſician's . tuneful Hand, 5 
Can ev'ry String, and Sound command; 
Juſt ſo doſt thau, with nervous Fire, 
Pain, Pleaſure, Rage, or Peace inſpire; 
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The Painter draws in divers Hues, 
Different Men, in diffrent Views; 
But by thy Art, he's far out- ſhone, 
You fhew us, thouſand Men, in One. 


If through my Song, poetick Muſe, | 
Did ev'ry Charm, of Wit diffuſe; 
A better Subject for the Lay, 


No Age, or 5 88 could n 


May then this faint Eſſay engage, 
Some abler Bard, af abler Age; 
Jo fing thy Praiſe, thy 'Merits ſound, LL 
While Echo vibrates, all around. © 


P O R NM 
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P O E M OX 


a 


O THE DEATH or wy LATE DEAR AND worTHY Fearing, 
Mas. ELE RS. CHELSEA. 


Wir T H an extenſive open Hand, 
She kindly ſuccour'd the Diſtreſs d; 
In her the Widow, found a Friend, 

Her Bounty made, the Orphan ese. 


? 


Whene'er ſhe ſpoke, pute Wiſdom flow'd, Tal 
In kindeſt Accents, from her Oy +78 
The coldeſt Heart with Pleaſure glow'd, 
'Th' admiring Ear, attentive hung. 


FN 


With prudent Skill, induftrious Care, 

Domeſtick Happineſs ſhe form'd ; 
Inſpecting ev'ry Home Affair. 
The Bread of Idleneſs, ſhe ſeorn'd.: 


Her happy Children, call'd her bleſs'd, 
Each Mouth o'erflowed in her Praiſe ; 

Of Peace ſecure, : of Worth poſſeſs d, 
She clos'd the Number of her Days. 


In Virtue's Path, Religion's Road, 
She labour'd, in this earthly State ; 

Her Hands ſhall reap the Fruits, they ſow d, 
Her Works ſhall praiſe her, in the Gate. 


Y Favour's 


3 
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* Fayour's deceitſul, Beauty's vain, 


But ſhe, who  ſerv'd' high n 


Acquires an everlaſting Fame, 155 
And foogs o Trangd, al ng 
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p O E M XII. 


Wu I LE ſome ſor Riches, ſell an honeſt Name, 

While ſome for Pleaſure, fome for Profit long, 

And gaudy Triflers join, a trifling Throng ; 

Me, let the pleaſing Buſineſs employ, 

To ſearch true Glory, and procure true Joy ;; 

Eye Nature's Scenes, and meditate the Way, 

To mount from Darkneſs, to eternal Day. 

When firſt our Soul acquires, its reas ning Pow'r,, 

Truths flaſh upon it, in each muſing Hour: 

And the firſt Thing, the Rational-minded cry, 

Is, whence my Being? how, or what am I? 

How came I here? and by what Pow'r can ſay, 

Move, move, my Arm | and make my Arm obey. 

Who form'd the Sky ? or made that running Stream, 

Who is it clads, the neighb'ring Groves with Green. 
| Thus, 


We ſoon muſt know, that a prevailing Pow'r, 


* ) 
Thus when we ric examine Nature's Face, 
Where Art with Beauty meets, and Eaſe with Grace; 


te Suckles each Herb, and nouriſhes each Flow” rj- 
A Being prior to each earthly Thing, 

A great, eternal, and All-pow'rful King. 
Our Soul inſpir'd with a celeſtial Flame, wy 
Will thus with Awe, addreſs his holy Name. 
All Hail! thou glorious Spirit! ever hal, 
Whoſe Pow'r iminenſe, can never, never fail 5 
Whoſe greatly foaring, univerſal Mind, % 
Has all that's good, and all that's great combin'd. 
Thou art the Soul of Life, the Source of Joy, 


Thy Bounties always laſt, and never cloy ; . 
Thy Mercy is ſupreme, as thy Command, 
Thou ruleſt all Things, with a lenient Hand. 
From Chaos, where all Life, in Embryo lay, 
By. thy great Goodneſs, ſprung the chearſul Day ; „ 
| The fair Creation's beauteous Scenes ariſe, 

a The Darkneſs diſappears, and Horrour flies; 


Sweets 
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Sweets bloom with Sweets, with Green the Trees are crown'd, 
And Plants of various Kinds, bedeck the Ground; 
Each Path with Beauty marvellous, is ſtrow d. 
And Nature lifts us up, to Nature's God. 
The Sun with its reſplendent glorious Rays, 

Reflects in pompous Terms, Almighty Praiſe ; 
The little Birds, chat warble in the Spring, 


Utter the Glory, of a heav'nly King. 
And ſhall we ſhut our Ears to Nature's Voice, 


No! may unerring Reaſon, guide our Choicy ; 
Bleſs'd be thy Name, O Pow'r | by all ador d, 
Rever'd by Heathen, and by Sage explor'd; | 
Proſtrate in Duſt we breathe the humble Pray r, | 
While Rocks, Air, Earth, and Skies, thy Name declare. 
Air, Earth, and Skies, the Deity proclaim, 
Echo our Praiſes, and repeat his Name. 
A God | a God | each Thing in Nature cries, 
A God a God | our Tongue, our Heart, replies. 
Reaſon, inſtru us, how a God to find, 
Points out his Goodneſs, infinitely kind; 

| 2 inſpires 
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Inſpires us with a reverential Awe, | 
But intimates this plain, this nat ral La-; 


That all Things bloom, yet fade, exiſt, yet die, 


Appear like Shadows, and like Shadows fly; 
That Nothing in this tranſient Scene remains, 
But fleet as Winds, and fluid as the Rains ; 
Each Individual ſpends, his ſhort-liv'd Day, 
Then as a Drop, diffolvent melts away 1 
Leaves not a Trace, of what he once has been, 


What his Tongue utter d, or his Fyes had ſeen; 


What his Mind fancy'd, or his Soul reſolv d, 
What Pain he ſuffer d, in what Toils involy' d. 
All! all forgotten, as ſhall ſhortly be 
Each Token, Sign, and Monument, we foe.” 
Each Subſtance ſoon,” will in Oblivion lay, 
And an eternal Night, ſucceed the Day. 
Thus fays the Man, 'by Reaſon-only taught, 
Dim is his Proſpect, and obſcure his Thought. 


Doubts war with Doubts, continual-in nnn 


And ſad Commotions are to fad .combin'd. 


NJ 


ates 


6 

Sometimes he cheriſhes a chearful Hope, 
And gives Imagination, all its Scope; _ 
Then finks, and ſaddens, into cold Deſpair, , 
And ev'ry Proſpe& vaniſhes in Air, ö | 
Thus now he'll argue, he who clads that Tree, | 
Suſtains thoſe Mountains, and inſtructs that Bee ; 
Will ſurely .deign, his Creature to ſupply,. 

And watch his Goings, with propitious Eye: 
Preſerve our Being, and our Souls convey, 
To an all- bleſſed, ever blooming Day; 
Will place us . AQ: Enemies come nigh, 


No longer "EM — n 1 will remain, 
Sublime in Tranſport, without Check, or Stain. 
But huſh | bold Wretch 1- unprejudiced ſee, 


The mighty Diff rence, tween thy God and thee; 


Will he ? who can in Pow'r, all Worlds ſuſtain, 
And ſtop the Torrents, of th' extenſive Main; 
Who by his Wiſdom, does each Syſtem ſway, 
And ſorm d the, greater Light, that rules the Day. 


Will 
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Will he? gay, will he? ebndefbend bo throw, 
An Eye, on one ſo weak, { poor, _ * | 
Will he? whom all Impurity deteſts, 
Receive thy Pray'r, or grant thee, thy wi 
Ah, no! thy Mind unworthy of his Care, 
Can nought expect, but Angviſh and Deſpair I 
Thy Sins unfit thee, for thy Maker's Bliss, 
And all thy Studies centre, Min this; ' | 
That one ſo impotent;'-ſo prone to Ill, | 
80 deaf to Wiſdoin; 'chtiniot Right fulfil ; 
And therefore cannot lift his Hopes ſo. bigh, 
As to yon Orbs, that ſparkle in the Sky's rh 
His State alſurediy, and certain, muſt 
| Like other earthly Creatures, end in Duſt. 
That natural Religion, yields Mank kind. 
How dread the Thought, to ander Life's dull Road, 
Without the Comfort, of a hearing Gd; 
Without the Hope, of 7 an eternal Friend, 
Whoſe * might, an healing Comfort "ITY 


mi 4.608 
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tad u the Conflif, e met undergs, © | | 
"Tween Vice and Virtue; RO Hg: 
If we thus dreary;' melancholy ſtand, - 
Without the, Ai, o an alloguiding Hand 
When we reflect on bis · ſtupendous Pow'r, - 
We ſtand amaz d, and eil our Proſpects ler. 
Our er iy Thought: ſuggeſts.that- one fo high, 
Will never deign,: our lowly: State to eye. 
This is the Sum of all, „that Rraſa can ys 
Procure the buſy; actiye Mind, of Man-. 

But hear, ye Natichs, and revive, Ded 
A Saviour comes, Deſpair and Doubt are fled. | 
Riſe on the Wings-of Faith; -diſdain all Fear, = 
A Saviour comes, Salvation draweth near; 

He comes! He comes |. and leaves the bleſt Abode, 
To elevate the: fick ning Soul to God; et e n. 
T expel Diſtreſs, to wipe each watry Eye, 
nr 8 
To calm Diſturbance, and to end —— 
Py to Man, an-cycrlaſting Liſe: 
Aa 


He 
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He adds to Juſtice rer; = ie 
Adoring Ardowrs, | heavenly Defiress z r 
He aids our Mind, en 
Is with us here, and there, r Wor: 

His tender Mergies ahvays wilt endure, = 
His Word is Life, hin; Promiſes =o- fare. - 
O! can there, he a Bont is bach * en; 
As not to recolled,, — mg 
When a Redeemer! cid ber all Fears, 

To me your Sorrow: give, to me en 
I am che Life, the RefucoRian's Lord, 

For Joy's the Bun, 1 
Draw near, ye Bleſled 1 A N 
The Source of Lite, the Mope oß all | belaw: 
Fix'd in, your Faith, 2 hr Rod, 
And with an humble Awe, view >" 
Let holy Charity, peut Marins wu, 
Let Truth conduct you, and be Yum. 
Glow with a denſe of the Almighty-Love; - 
And place your n 


Then 
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Then ſhall we rifing, from the Bed of Death, 
Inherit all the promis d Joys of Faith; 
Shall reap iu Bleſſing, what we ſow d in Len, 
And bid adieu to Pain, 'to Grief, and Fears; 
Shall view with trembling Hope, that awful Day, 
When our Redeemer, will aller his Sway. 
Myriads of Angels, ſhall his Pow'r attend, 
And Life muſt on his Utterance depend. 
Then ſhall the good Man, humbly rear his Head, 
Except his Fate, with Earneſtneſi, not Dread“ 
Shall fay, O, Savitut f Thou haſt been my Truſt, 
Oreat is thy Merey, and thy Sentence juſt 
What Ills T did, thy Merits do atone, a 
"Tis they will Juſtify, and not my own. . | 
Foreſight of Joy, hit ev*ry Hope revives, 
The Saviour loves him, and the Judge forgives; 
His Soul in Extacy, is borne away, | 
* and never-fading Day 
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